JUDGMENT OF DEATH

Now whether the cement was poor, or whether
the damp had gradually sapped its virtue I cannot
pretend to say, but the fact remains that it crumbled
before my chisel, and in less than ten minutes' time
I had the first stone in my hands.
After that, the work was nothing, and in less
than another ten minutes I had opened a decent
window some two feet square.
Then they gave me the lamp, and Palin lifted Olivia
on to the stage.
The chamber looked very clean.
It was plainly hewn out of the rock and was larger
than we had expected: it must have been twenty
feet square by some seven high. There was no sign
of dampness, but the air was faint and musty, as
though we had opened the closet of Age himself.
The floor was sloping upward from where we stood,
and right at the end of the chamber lay three small
bales.
Each was the size of two pillows, laid face to face,
and they seemed to be done up in canvas or stuff
like that. They were neither hooped nor corded,
which I found strange, but Olivia said that the canvas
was probably stitched.
Then I lifted Olivia down, and Hubert and Palin
came up and looked their fill: then I gave them
back the lamp, .and Stiven came up and helped me
to cut out the rest of the stones.
Twenty more minutes sufficed to open the doorway
itself. Then Stiven produced a towel and wiped the
lintel and jambs, and while he was so engaged, Sarem
came up to view the chamber before we laid hands
on the bales.
The old fellow gazed and gazed.
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